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PR  E  FACE. 


THE  Reputation  of  MetastAsio,  Author  of 
the  following  Drama,  is  too  well  eftablifhed 
in  the  learned  World,  to  need  any  Apology  for 
giving  the  Publick  a  Tranflation  of  Artaxerxe$>  an 
Opera  performed  and  admired  all  over  Europe.  But 
as  the  narrative  Part  of  this  £)rama  may  feem  too 
barren  of  forcible  Epithets,  which,  in  reading  or 
{peaking,  dignify  the  Stile,  it  may  be  necefiary  to 
give  Mr*  Drydens  and  Lord  Lanfdowns  Sentiments 
on  the  Occafion,  which  exadtty  correfpond  with 
thole  frf  our  Author.  Mr.  Dryden  fays,  —  c  That  no 
Critic  can  juftly  determine  the  Merit  or  Difficulty  of 
writing  a  Poem  for  Mufic,  till  he  has  been  frequently 
converfant  with  fome  Ikilful  Mufician,  and  ac- 
quired, by  Experience,  a  Knowledge  of  what  is 
moft  proper  for  Mufical  Exprefiion  And  Lord  Lanf- 
downs  in  his  Preface  to  the  Briti/h  E?ichanters,  ex- 
claims againft  that  Species  of  Dramatic  Dialogue, 
which  (inftead  of  being  free,  natural,  and  eafy,  as 
Converfation  (hould  be)  is  precife,  or  formal,  argu- 
menting  pro  and  cony  like  Difputants  in  a  School  ; 
he  further  asks  the  Queftion,  '  Whether  in  Writing, 
as  in  Drefs,  it  is  not  pollible  to  be  too  exadt,  too 
ftarch'd,  and  too  formal  ?'  and  concludes  thus,  — 
*  Pleafing  Negligence  many  have  feen  j  who  ever  faw 
pleafmg  Formality  ?' 

A  a  Met q/l a/to, 


PREFACE. 


Metaflafioy  in  his  Dialed,  feems  to  affedt  Simple 
city  3  and  from  his  great  Experience  in  writing  for 
Mufic,  has  given  the  following  Plan  for  the  Poetry 
of  an  Opera,  viz. 

That  the  Fable,  or  Recitative,  to  which  fixed 
Mufical  Sounds  are  adapted,  fhould  be  fimple  Dia- 
led;  hard  and  diffonant  Epithets  (though  ever  fo 
forcible  in  other  Refpedts)  being  deftrudtive  to  Mu- 
fic, and,  when  fung,  for  the  chief  Part,  unintelligible, 
—That  the  Similies  be  confin'd  to  the  Songs  and 
that  the  Words,  which  are  to  exprefs  them,  be  as 
fmooth  and  fonorous  as  poffibie  left  the  Compofer 
be  cramp'd  in  his  Fancy,  and  the  Singers  rendered 
incapable  of  fhewing  their  Skill,  which  chiefly  con- 
fifts  in  openly  dilplaying  the  Tones  of  their.  Voices, 
or  running  executive  PaiTages. 

The  Translator,  of  ■■  th*s  Opera  has  no  Merit,  but 
from  his  Endeavour  to  follow  the  Author  in  all  thefe 
Particulars.  He  therefore  fubmits  this  firft  Attempt 
of  the  kind  to  the  Favour  and  Indulgence  of  the 
Publick,  not  doubting  that  (if  they  confider  the  Dif- 
ficulty of  writing  under  fuch  Reftri&ions,  the  Ne- 
ceffity  of  fometimes  departing  from  the  Author,  on 
Account  of  the  different  Idioms  of  our  Language ; 
and  of  leaving  out  many  Beauties  in  the  narrative 
Part  of  the  Drama,  for  the  fake  of  Brevity ; )  they 
will  rather  perufe  it  with  an  Eye  of  Favour  than 
Severity. 


The 


The  ARGUMENT. 


Xerxes  King  of  Perfia,  having  heen  often  difcomfited 
by  the  Greeks,  his  Power  began  greatly  to  decline  which 
Artabanes,  Commander  of  the  Royal  Guards,  perceiving, 
he  entertained  the  Hopes  of  facrificing  to  his  Ambition, 
not  only  Xerxes,  but  all  the  Royal  Family,  and  by  that 
Method  to  afcend  the  Throne  of  Perfia  -9  for  which 
purpqfe,  availing  himfelf  of  the  Advantage  which  his 
Familiarity  and  Friendfhip  with  the  King  gave  him,  he 
entered,  at  dead  of  Night,  the  Apartrtient  of  Xerxes, 
and  flew  him. 

He  afterwards  fo  irritated  the  young  Princes  againft 
one  another,  that  Artaxerxes,  one  of  the  laid  Princes, 
caufed  his  Brother  Darius  to  be  flain,  believing  him  the 
Parricide,  by  the  artful  Infiftuatioris  of 'Artabanes. 

Now  nothing  was  wanting  to  compleat  his  treafonous 
Defigns  but  the  Death  of  Artaxerxes ;  which  Artabanes 
having  prepared,  tho*  by  various  Accidents  delayed, 
(which  furniih  the  Epifodical  Ornaments  of  this  Drama,) 
he  could  not  accornplifh  it,  the  Treafon  being  dis- 
covered, and  Artaxerxes  preferved  :  Which  Diicoveiy 
and  Prefervation  form  the  principal  Aftion  of  the  enfuing 
Drama.  Jujiin.  Lib.  3.  Cap.  1. 

The  A&ion  is  reprefented  in  and  near  die  Palace  of 
the  Kings  of  Perfia,  in  the  City  of  Sufa. 


DRA- 


DRAMATIS  PERSON!. 


Artaxerxes,  Prince  and  afterwards"! 

King  of  Perfia ;  Friend  to  Arbaces,  >Mv.  Peretti. 
and  in  Love  with  Semira,  J 

Artabanes,  Generaliffimo,  and  FaO 

vouriteof  the  Royal  Family  3  Father  ?Mr.  Beard. 
to  Arbaces  and  Semira,  J 

Arbaces,  friend  of  Artaxerxes,  1      ^  j  t 
in  Love  with  Mandane,  ]Mn *enduccu 

R  imenes,  a  General  of  the  Army*-)  j\^aff0C^s 
and  Confident  of  Artabanes,  j 

Mandane,  Sifter  to  Artaxerxes,  7  n/rr  n  * 
•   t         *u  a  r»  \M\fs  Brent. 

in  Love  with  Arbaces,  J 

Semira,  Sifter  to  Arbaces,  in  ^ove~lMl&  Tfomas 
with  Artaxerxes,  J    1  JJ 


Nobles,  Guards,  and  Attendants. 
The  Dances  bv  Mr.  Pettier  and  Mr.  SodL 


ART  AX- 


•^S^  j  I  f  t  i 1 1'-""  I  -"-i  ;  }  i  'tt  Hrrff-ft 


ARTAXERX  E  S. 

ACT    L    SCENE  i 

An  inner  Garden  belonging  to  the  Palace  of 
the  Kittg  of  Persia,  Moon-light. 

M  a  n  p  a  n  e  and  Arbaces, 

Ma  nda.ne, 

STILL  Silence  reigns  around,  Sufpicion  fleeps, 
And  unperceiv  cl,  you  may  efcape  thefe  Walls. 
Arb.  Adieu  my  Love  j  O  think  on  thy  Arbaces. 
Mz#.Yetftay,fweetYouth,a  few  fhort  Minutes  ftay3 
Arb.  Ador'd  Mandanel  fee  the  Dawn  appears. 

DUETTINO, 

Fair  Aurora,  prythee  flay ; 
O  retard  unwelcome  Day  : 
Think  what  Anguijh  rends  my  Breaft  j 
Thus  carejjingy  thus  car  eft ; 
From  the  Idol  of  my  Heart 
Forc'd  at  thy  approach  to  part. 


Ark 
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Arb.  Alas,  thou  know'ft  that  for  my  Love  to  thee, 
The  King,  great  Xerxes,  thy  too  rigid  Father, 
Has  banifli'd  me  the  Palace  ;  (hou'd  he  know, 
That  in  defiance  of  his  ftern  Command, 
I  have  prefum'd  to  fcale  this  Garden  Wall ; 
How  little  would  a  Lover's  Plea  avail, 
When  thou  his  Daughter,  cou'dft  not  move  his  Pity, 

Man.  Thy  noble  Father,  mighty  Artabanes, 
Difpofes  at  his  Will  the  Heart  of  Xerxes, 
And  the  young  Prince  my  Brother  Artaxerxes, 
Brought  up  with  thee  in  virtuous  Emulation, 
Jlonours  thy  Worth,  and  boafts  thy  valu'd  Friendfhip ; 
Their  Intereft  may  foften  his  Refentment. 

Arb.  Weak  are  their  Efforts,  while  his  kingly  Pride 
Difdains  to  rank  a  Princefs  witb  a  Subject. 

Man.  My  Spirits  fink,  my  Heart  forgets  to  beat, 

I  have  not  Fortitude  to  bear  t\iy  Lofs  

And  muft  we  part  ?■ — then  all  good  Angels  guard  thee, 

A  I  R. 

Adieu,  thou  lovely  Youth, 
Let  Hope  thy  Fears  remove  -y 

Preferve  thy  Faith  and  Truth, 

But  never  doubt  my  Love.  [Exit, 

SCENE  II. 

Arb.  O  cruel  parting  !  how  can  I  furvive  ? 
Divided  thus  from  all  that's  fweet  and  fair, 
From  her,  for  whom  alone  I  live,— — • 

Enter 


ARTAXERXES, 


Enter  Artaban.es.. 

Art.  Son,  Arbaces. 

Arb.  My  Father ! 

Art.  Give  me  thy  Sword. 

Arb.  Sir,  I  obey. 

Art.  Here  take  thou  mine. 

Arb.  'Tis  drench'd  in  Blood ! 

Art.  Fly,  hide  it  from  all  Eyes ; 
Xerxes  the  King  this  daring  Arm  hath  fiain. 

Arb.  Forbid  it  Heav'n  ! 

Art.  O  much  lov'd  Son ! 
Thy  Treatment  was  the  Spur  to  my  Revenge — — 
For  thee  I'm  guilty. 

Arb.  Wou'd  I  had  ne'er  been  born. 

Art.  Let  not  weak  Scruples  thwart  my  great  Deflgo  j 
Perhaps  Arbaces  Oi all  be  King  of  Perfa. 

Arb.  I'm  all  Confufion  

Art.  No  more — —be  gone. 

Arb.  O  fatal  Day — unhappy  loft  Arbaces. 

A  I  R. 

Amid  a  ihoufand  racking  Woes, 
I  pant,  I  tremble,  and  I  feel, 
Cold  Blood  from  every  Vein  dijlill, 

And  clog  my  laboring  Heart.  [Exit. 

1  /  fee  my  Fair  orfs  loft  Repqfe, 

°  Ti!"  RePren  \^n^  0  !  lament  the  fatal  Curje ; 
fentation.  (That  he  who  gave  me  Lfe  coiid  thus 
J    From  Virtue  s  Laws  aepari. 

B  SCENE 


to     A  R  T  A  X  E  R  X  E  S. 


SCENE  III. 

Artabanes  Solus. 

Be  firm  my  Heart.  In  the  Purfuit  of  Guilt, 

The  firfl  Advance  admits  not  a  Retreat : 

The  Royal  Blood,  to  the  laft  hateful  drop, 

Muft  then  be  fhed.  Conscience  thy  checks  are  vain — * 

The  Prince  appears, — now  Art's  my  only  Refuge. 

ItLnter  Artaxex  es,  Rimenes,  and  Guards. 

Artax.  Dear  Artabanes,  glad  I  meet  thee  here  3 
Thy  Prince  demands  thy  Counfel, 
Thy  Royalty  Revenge  

Art.  I  tremble,  Sir  

This  dire  Injunction  wants  an  Explanation. 

Artax.  Difaftrous  Fate  yonder  my  Father  lies 

Savagely  murder'd ! 

Art.  Ah  !  my  ill-boding  Fears ! 
Unfated  thirft  of  Empire  ! 

Alas !  will  nothing  but  a  Father's  Blood, 

Allay  thy  Heat,  and  quench  thy  ragmg  Fever ! 

Artax.  Well  I  conceive— my  faithlefs  cruel  Brother— 
 Darius*     -  ■ 

Artab.  Who  but  he  at  dead  of  Night  could  penetrate 
The  Palace  ?  Who  approach  the  royal  Bed ; 
Nay  more,  his  known  Ambition-  

Artax.  O,  if  here  lives  a  Heart  that  calls  me  Friend, 
Or  feels  Companion  for  his  flaughter'd  King, 
Quick  let  him  bring  the  Traitor  to  our  Prefence. 

Art.  That  welcome  Tafk  be  mine  

Guards,  follow  me.  \Going. 

Artax* 
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Artax.  Yet  ftay  

Darius  is  the  Son  of  Xerxes. 

Art.  Who  kills  the  Father,  is  no  more  a  Son* 

A  I  R. 

Behold  !  on  Lethe's  difmal  Strand 
Thy  Father  s  troubled  Spirit  jland  ! 

In  his  Face  what  Grief  profound ! 
See  he  rolls  hi$  haggard  Eyes ; 
Hark  !  Revenge  !  Revenge  he  cries ; 

And  points  to  his  Jlill  bleeding  Wound: 
Obey  the  Call,  revenge  his  Death ; 
And  calm  his  Soul  that  gave  thee  Breath. 

SCENE  IV. 

Artax  e  r  x  e  s  going ;  Enter  Semira. 
Sem.  Stay,  Artaxerxes,  ftay. 
Artax.  Adieu  Semira. 

Sem.  And  doft  thou  fly  me  ?  go  then,  cruel  Prince, 
No  more  fhall  ill-tim'd  Fondnefs  importune  thee. 

Artax.  Beauteous  Semira,  fhould  I  longer  flay, 
There's  fuch  a  fyren  Sweetnefs  in  thy  Voice, 
?Twould  lull  me  to  forget  my  filial  Duty. 

Sem.  Away,  ungrateful. 

A  I  R. 

Artax.     Fair  Semira,  lovely  Maid, 
Ceafe  hi  pity  to  upbraid 

My  opprejs  d  but  conflant  Heart : 
Fullfufficient  are  the  Woes, 
Which  my  cruel  Stars  impofe\ 

Heaven  alas  I  ha§  done  its  part.  [Exit. 


[Exit. 
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SCENE  V. 

Setn.  I  fear  fome  dread  Difafter  fay,  Rimenes ; 

What  means  this  ftrange  Confufion  in  the  Prince  ? 

Rim.  Xerxes  is  flain  

Sufpicion  points  the  Finger  at  Darius; 
And  Artaxerxes  bears  a  dreadful  Conflict, 
'Twixt  filial  Duty  to  revenge  his  Father, 
And  brotherly  Co  npaflion  for  Darius. 

Sem.  O  fatal  Deed  !  th'  effedt  of  wild  Ambition ; 
Heav'n  knows  if  Artaxerxes  Life  be  fafe. 

Rim.  Let  Fate  be  bufy  in  deftrudtive  Slaughter, 
We  bleft  with  Love,  and  Seated  on  the  Shore, 
Will  view  the  deftin'd  Shipwreck. 

Sem.  Think. not  that  Love  can  find  a  Place  to  enter, 
When  the  fad  Heart's  furrounded  with  Misfortunes ; 
Leave  me,  Rimenes,  to  my  troubled  Thoughts. 

Rim.  Your  Web  of  Scorn  is  not  fo  clofely  woven, 
But  I  can  fee  between  each  fubtle  Thread, 
Yet,  born  to  Love,  undaunted,  Til  purfue  thee : 
Since  Hope  infpires  my  Breaft,  what  you  deny, 
Ungrateful  Maid !  kind  Fancy  fhaU  fupply. 

A  I  R. 

When  real  Joy  we  mifs, 
KTis  fome  degree  of  Blifs, 
*T  enjoy  ideal  Pleafure, 
And  dream  of  hidden  Treafure. 

The  Soldier  dreams  of  Wars> 
And  conquers  without  Scars ; 
The  Sailor  in  his  Sleep, 
With  fafety  ploughs  the  Deep : 

So 


AR.TA  XERXES*  13 


So  I,  thro  Fancies  Aid, 

"Enjoy  my  heavnly  Maid, 

And  blejl  with  thee  and  Love, 

Am  greater  jar  than  Jove.  [Exit. 

S    C    E    N    E  VI. 

S  e  m  1  r  a  Sola. 
Ye  Gods,  Protestors  of  the  Perfian  Empire, 

Preferve  my  Artaxerxes  Yet  he  bleft — — 

S  emir  as  State  is  wretched :  Xerxes  Dead, 
This  Prince  will  mount  the  Throne ; 
Belov'd  by  me,  and  rais'd  above  my  Hopes, 
The  Hand  which  he  intreated,  when  a  Subject, 
When  Sovereign  of  Perjia  he'll  difdain. 

A  I  R. 

How  hard  is  my  .Fate \ 

How  deffrate  my  State, 
When  Virtue  and  Honour  excite 

To  fuffer  difirefs, 

Contented  to  blefs, 
The  objeSl  in  whom  I  delight. 

Tet  'midft  all  the  Woes, 

My  Soul  undergoes, 
Thro  Virtue's  too  rigid  Decree ; 

Til /com  to  complain, 

If  the  force  of  my  Pain 
Awaken  his  Pity  for  me* 


[Exit, 
SCENE 
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SCENE    VII.    The  Palace. 

Enter  Mandane, 

Where  do  I  fly  ?  Ah,  haplefs  Maid  !  

Thus,  in  one  fatal  inftant, 

To  lofe  a  Brother,  Father,  and  a  Lover ! 

Enter  Artaxerxes. 

Artax.  Alas,  Mandane! 

Man.  Does  Darius  live  ? 
Or  are  thy  guilty  Hands 
Imbru'd  in  Brother's  Blood  ? 

Artax.  Fain  wou'd  I  (hun  that  Deed, 
Which  to  prevent,  I've  fearch'd  throughout  the  Palace, 
For  Artabanes  and  Darius— — * 
But  all  in  vain.  

Man.  See  Artabanes  comes* 

S  C  E  N  E  VIII. 

Enter  Artabanes. 

Artax.  My  Friend  !  

Art.  I  fought  you,  Sir  ■      All  is  accomplifli'd, 

Artax.  Ha !  fpeak,  explain. 

Art.  Your  Father's  Death's  reveng'd, 
Darius  flain,  and  Artaxerxes  now 
Is  Per/ids  King, 

Artax.  O  Gods ! 

Man.  O  dire  Misfortune  ? 

Art.  Why  that  deep  Sigh,  my  Liege  ?  'twas  your 
Command. 

Arfax. 
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Artax.  Alas!  'tis  true,  the  Guilt  is  only  mine. 

Art.  What  Guilt,  my  Sovereign  ? 
'Twas  merely  Juftice  to  your  murder 'd  Father. 
Take  Comfort,  Sir  *, 
And  think,  that  in  Darius  Death, 
A  wicked  bloody  Parricide  is  punifla'd. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Semira. 
Sem.  O  Artaxerxes ! 

Artax.  Say,  fair  Semira,  why  this  feeming  Joy  ? 

Sem.  Darius  is  not  guilty  of  the  Murder. 

Man.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Artax.  I'm  ftruck  with  double  Horror. 

Sem.  Th'  Affaffin  is  fecur'd. 

Artax.  O  quick,  proceed. 

Sem.  Your  watchful  Centinels,  when  he  had  leap'd 
The  Garden  Wall,  o'ertook  him  as  he  fled. 
His  deep  Confufion,  palid  Countenance, 
And  Sword  yet  reeking  with  the  crimfon  Blood > 
Strongly  proclaim  him  guilty. 

Artax.  But  the  Name  ? 

Sem.  At  my  Requeft  to  know  it, 
All  hung  their  Heads  in  filence. 

Art.  Alas,  it  is  my  Son.  \Afidt, 

Artax.  Muft  Artaxerxes  then  afcend  the  Throne, 
Diftain'd  with  Brother's  Blood  ? — 
O,  I  (hall  never  tafte  of  Peace  again.—— 
Quick,  bring  this  Traitor  j  that  unbounded  Rage 
May  execute  the  Vengeance  he  deferves.— ~ — 

Hold, 
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Hold,  Artabanes  dear  Mandane,  flay 

$emira>  leave  me  not  in  this  Diitrefs.- 
Where  is  my  Friend  Arbaces  f 

Artab.  He  was  forbid  the  Court  by  Royal  Xerxes, 
For  his  prefumptuous  Love  of  fair  Mundane. 

Artax.  Fly,  bring  him  to  my  Arms  1  here 

abfolve  him. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Rimenes  with  Arbaces  Prifoner. 

Rim.  Who  in  this  Royal  Prefence  would  believe 
Arbaces  to  be  guilty  ? 
Artab.  How ! 
Artax.  My  Friend ! 
Artab.  My  Son ! 
Sem.  My  Brother! 
Man.  Oh,  ye  Gods !  my  Lover ! 
Artax.  Wou'd  in  the  Pangs  of  Death  Fd  met  my 
Friend, 

Rather  than  thus  in  Fetters  like  a  Traitor. 

Arb.  I'm  innocent. 

Artax.  O,  make  but  that  appear, 
And  doubly  'twill  endear  thee  to  my  Love, 

Arb.  I  am  not  guilty,  that's  my  only  Plea. 

Artab.  This  prudent  Caution  anfwers  to  my  Wifh. 

[Afide. 

Man.  But  your  Refentment  gainft  the  King  

Arb.  Wasjuft. 

Artax.  Didft  thou  not  fly  ? 

Arb.  I  did. 

Man.  This  thy  Referve — 
Arb.  Is  requifite. 

Artax* 
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Artax.  And  thy  doWn-cafc  Confufion-  • 

Arb,  Is  fuitcd  to  th'  Occafion. 

"  Rim,  This  bloody  Sword  •  [Shewing  it, 

Arb.  Was  in  the  Scabbard^  when  you  cook  ttie 
Prifbner. 

Artab.  And  can'ft  thou  yet  deny  the  cruel  Deed? 
Arb.  Great  Sir,  I  Pali  affert  my  Innocence. 
Artab.  Audacious  Boy!  thus  obftinate  in  III, 
Thy  Sight's  my  Torment,  and  this  Deed  my  Shame, 
Arb.  And  does  my  Father  join  in  my  Destruction? 

A  I  R, 

Artab.  Thy  Father  !  away}  I  renounce  the  foft  Claim  5 
Thou  /potion  my  Honour,  thou  blafl  to  my  Fame> 
Let  Jujlice  the  Traitor  to  punijlrment  bring ; 
HisFatherhe  loji^when  he  murder  d 'his  King.  [Exit, 

SCENE  XL 

Arb.  Ye  cruel  Gods,  what  Crime  have  1  committed* 
To  draw  relentlefs  Vengeance  on  my  Head  ?— 
Semira !  Sifter!  hear  me  with  Companion* 

A  I  R. 

Sem.  Acquit  thee  of  this  foul  OJfence^ 
Return  with  fpotlefs  Innocence  5 
Then  floall  my  haplefs  Brother  Jee3 
That  never  Sijier  kv'd  like  me. 

SCENE  XIL 

Arb.  Appearance,  I  mull  own,  is  ftrong  agaiiijft  me, 

But  Truth  is  oa  my  fide  «-Tm  innocent, 

Q  Ariax, 


[Exit, 
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Artax.  Pray  Heav'n  thou  may 'ft ;  but  till  the  Law 
decide, 

You  mull  remain  a  Prifoner.  [Exit. 

Arb.  Ah,  dear  Rimenes,  pity  my  hard  Fate,  

My  Friend ! 

Rim.  I  am  no  Traitor's  Friend-  Adieu,  [Exit* 

SCENE  XIII. 

Arb.  Beauteous  Mundane,  turn  atleaft  and  hear  me. 
Man.  Away  !  you  fue  in  vain.  [Going. 

Arb.  O  ftay,  I  charge  thee  « 

Think  on  thy  former  Love. 
Man.  'Tis  turn'd  to  Hate. 
Arb.  And  you  believe  me  guilty  ? 
Man.  I  am  convinced. 

A  I  R. 

Arb.     O  too  lovely ,  too  unkind y 

If  my  Lips  no  credit  find ; 

Tierce  my  Breafi,  my  Heart  /ball  prove 

Strong  in  Virtue,  firm  in  Love  ; 

Gailtlefs,  wretched,  left  forlorn, 

And  worfe  than  murder  d  by  the  Scorn. 

[Exit  guarded* 

SCENE"  XIV. 

n 

Ma  ndank  Sola. 
Recitative  accompanied. 
Dear  and  beloved  Shade  of  my  dead  Father, 
Thee  I  invoke  to  fpirit  up  my  Rage, 
Left'  fond  Credulity  too  ftrongly  plead, 

And 
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And  turn  my  Purpofe  from  a  juft  revenge; 
For,  Oh,  I  feel  the  Tyrant  Love  within, 
He  rends  my  Breaft,  he  ftruggles  for  Arbaces ; 
Help  me,  kind  Gods,  to  tear  away  his  Image. 

A  I  R. 

Fly,  foft <  Ideas,  fly  , 

That  neither  T'ear  nor  Sigh, 
My  Virtue  may  betray  : 

Nature's  great  Call, 

That  governs  ally 
A  Daughter  mufl  obey. 

Alas,  my  Soul  denies, 

To  hear  Revenge's  Cries  $ 

Dare  not  fond  Heart, 

To  take  his  Part, 
But  drive  his  Form  away.  [Exfo 


The  End  of  the  Firji  M. 


ACT 
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Sb      &fo  Sfh  £0b  &&s &2>  &%>  &k 

ACT    II,      SCENE  I 

77je  Royal  Apartments. 
Enter  A  R  T-  a  xerxes  and  Artabanes, 

Artaxerxes, 

UARDS,  fpeed  ye  to  the  Tower, 
\J[  And  inftantly  conduct  Arbaces  to  me, 

Artab.  Good  my  Lord, 
Think  not  the  partial  Fondnefs  of  a  Father 
Has  urg'd  this  Council. 

Artax.  No;  'tis  JufUce  dictates ; 
He  ftel  perfifts  that  he  is  innocent, 
And  his  fair  Truth  was  ne'er  'till  now  fufpe£ted ; 

I  will  withdraw,-  

O,  reconcile  the  Safety  of  your  Son, 

With  your  King's  Peace,  and  tlx  Honour  of  his  Throne, 

.  N  r,  .   A  I  R. 

In  Infancy,  our  Hopes  and  Fears, 

Were  to  each  other  known  y 
And  Friend  (hip  in  our  riper  Years., 

Has  twind  our  Hearts  in  one. 
O  clear  him  then  from  this  Offence % 

'Thy  Love,  thy  Duty  prove  ; 
Rejiore  him  with  that  Innocence, 

Which  firfi  infpird  my  Love,  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  II. 

Artab.  So  far  my  great  Refolve  fucceeds. 
Approach,  Arbaces. 

Enter  Arbaces  and  Guards. 
And  you  his  Guards,  in  the  next  Chamber,  wait 

[Exeunt  Guards. 

Arb.  My  Father! 

Artab*  Ever  watchful  to  preferve  thee, 
I  artfully  have  gain'd  from  Artaxerxes, 
The  Liberty  to  queftion  thee  : 
Take  then  this  fortunate  Gccafion, 
And  by  a  fecret  Way,  which  I  will  (hew  thee, 
Delude  the  Guards,  and  fly. 

Arb.  Sir,  my  Efcape 
Wou'd  rife  in  Evidence  to  prove  me  guilty. 

Artab.  Tis  Folly  all !  I  give  thee  Liberty ; 
From  the  King's  Wrath  I  fnatch  thee  5  and,  perhaps3 
The  publick  Voice  (hall  call  thee  to  the  Throne, 
•  Arb.  What  faid  you,  Sir? 

Artab.  Long  have  you  known, 
The  People's  hatred  to  the  Royal  Blood  : 
Away. 

The  Sight  of  you  will  fire  the  mut'nous  Troops  3 
Whofe  Leaders  to  your  Intereft  are  fworn. 

Arb.  I  turn  a  Rebel !  Horror's  in  the  Thought — - 
Your  Pardon,  Sir  j — -Is  this  a  Father's  Counfel? 
Guards,  enter  quick,  bring  me  again  my  Chains — 
Condudt  me  to  my  Prifon. 

Artab.  I  burn  with  Rage. 

Arb.Yet  calm  thisTranfport— think  onmy  Affliction— 
Sir — Father— turn-— O  grant  one  kind  Adieu. 
Artab.  Unworthy  Boy  !  I'm  deaf  to  thy  Requeft. 

A  I  R. 
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A  I  R. 

Arb.     Difdainful  you  fly  me, 
In  Anger  exclaim ; 
All  Comfort  deny  mey 
And  murder  my  Fame. 

No  Grief  can  the  Heart 

"To  Pity  incline^ 
That  bears  not  a  party 

In  Sorrow  like  mine. 

Nature's  tender  Plea  is  vain  $ 
Welcome  then  my  Chains  again* 

O  Rigour  unjujl! 

O  Counfel  accurji  t 

Ambition  ill-placd  $ 

%My  Virtue  dijgracd j 

Tide  Pains  I  endure \  [ 

Death  only  can  cure. 

Difdainful  you  fly  me,] 

In  Anger  exclaim  ; 
All  Comfort  deny  me, 

And  murder  my  Fame. 

No  Grief  can  the  Heart  ± 

To  Pity  incline ; 
That  bears  not  a  Part, 

In  Sorrow  like  mine. 

Nature's  tender  Plea  is  vain ; 
Welcome  then  my  Chains  again, 

[Exit,  with  the  Guards. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III.  • 

ILnUr  R  i  M  e  n  i  s. 

Rim.  Why,  my  dear  Friend,  fo  penfive,  Co  inadi 

Artab.  My  wayward  Son,  that  Bar  to  my  An,  > 
At  once  rejeds  both  Liberty  and  Crown. 

Rim.  Let  us  away,  and  force  him  from  the  Tower. 

Artab.  The  prefent  Time  may  better  be  employ 'd7 

If  Artaxerxes  perifh  by  our  Hands,  

Let  not  my  Friend  betray  me. 

Rim.  X,  my  Lord  ! 
Forbid  it,  Gratitude  !  my  abjed  State, 
Caft  me  below  the  Notice  of  Mankind, 
'Till  your  great  Pow'r  exalted  me  to  Honour. 

Artab.  Small  Recompence  for  thy  good  Services  : 
But  fhould  kind  Fortune  fmile  on  this  Attempt, 
Then  judge  if  Artabanes  loves  his  Friend. 

Rim.  My  Hand,  my  Heart,are  guided  by  your  Will, 

Artab.  I  have  obferv'd  thy  Paffion  for  Semira  — 

Spare  thy  Confufion  ;  and  let  this  great  Inftance 
Prove  my  Efteem  -Semira  fhall  be  thine. 

jR/zfl.Thanks,  gracious  Sir— my  Joy  is  paft  Expreffion, 

Artab.  Come  hither.  Daughter*       [Seeing  Semira, 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Semira, 

In  this  valiant  Chief, 
Behold  thy  Lord  and  Husband. 
Sem.  Cruel  Sound  ! 

O  Sir, 
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O  Sir  refledt  Is  this  a  time  for  Nuptials, 

When  niy  unhappy  Brother  

Artab.  Peace,  no  more. 
'Tis  my  Command — reply  not,  but  obey.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Sem.  I  tremble — hear  me,  Sir — O,  if  you  love  me, 
Prevent  this  Marriage. 

Rim.  Sure  Semira  mocks  me  ? 

Sem.  Tho',  by  Conftraint,  youfcize  my  helpIefsHand, 
My  Heart  difdains  the  brutal  Violence. 

Rim.  Give  me  thy  Beauty,  and  referve  thy  Heart  $ 
Thou  keep'ft  the  worft,  I  gain  the  better  part. 

A  I  R. 

To  Jigh  and  complain* 

Alike  I  difdain  , 
Contented  my  JViJJj  to  enjoy  : 

I  [corn  to  refleffi, 

On  a  Lady's  NegleB, 
Or  barter  my  Peace  for  a  Toy* 

In  Love  as  in  War, 

I  laugh  at  a  Scar, 
And  if  my  proud  Enemy  yield  5 

The  Joy  that  remains, 

Is  to  lead  her  in  Chains, 
And  glean  the  rich  Spoils  of  the  Field.  [Exit 


SCENE 
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SCENE  VI. 

Sent.  How  many  Links  to  dire  Misfortune's  Chain* 
Are  woven  in  one  Day ! 

Enter  Manbane, 
Stay,  dear  Mandane — — 
Why  this  hafte  ? 

Man.  I  attend  the  Council. 

Sem,  I'll  too  attend  if  ought  within  my  Pow'r, 
May  help  my  Brother. 

Man.  Our  Views  are  difPrentj  thou  defir'ft  to 
fave  him  $ 
1  feek  his  Death, 

Sem.  Is  this  a  Language  for  Arbaces  Lover  ? 

Man.  It  well  becomes  the  Daughter  of  dead  Xerxes* 

Sem.  Away,  thou  cruel  Maid  I 
Enforce  his  Crime,  and  urge  his  fpeedy  Death. 
But  firft  prepare  your  Heart,  and  quite  erace 
The  foft  Remembrance  of  your  former  Paffion, 
The  tender  Hopes  and  Fears,  warm  Vows  of  Truth, 
Fond  Sighs  exchang'd,  and,  laft,  the  fweet  Idea 
Of  that  dear  Form,  which  firft  infpir'd  your  Lovc*- 

Man>  Ah  barbarous  S  emir  a  /  thus  to  wake 
My  guilty  Pity  ;  Rebel  to  my  Duty, 

A  I  R, 

If  oer  the  cruel  Tyrant  Lcve, 

A  Conqueji  I  belief d 
The  jlatfrtng  Error  ceafe  to  prove7 

O  let  me  be  deceivd* 

D  Forbear 
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Forbear  to  fan  the  gentle  Flame \ 

Which  Love  did  jirft  create. 
What  was  my  Pride  is  now  my  Shame ; 

And  mitfi  be  turrid  to  Hate. 

Then  call  not  to  my  wavring  Mindy 
The  Weaknefs  of  my  Heart ; 

Which,  ahi  I  feel  too  much  inclind, 

To  take  the  Traitor  s  Part.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIL 

Se  m  ira  Sola. 
Which  fatal  Evil  (hall  I  firft  oppofe  ? 
My  Princefs,  Brother,  this  detefted  Lover, 
The  King,  my  Father,  all  are  Enemies  j 
And  each  attacks  me  in  fome  tender  Part : 
While  I  exert  my  Pow'r  againft  the  one, 
The  others  rufh  on  my  defencelefs  Brcaft. 

A  I  R. 

If  the  River  s  /welling  Waves, 

Overflow  their  ufital  Bed; 
Scarce  tlS  affrighted  Pea fant  faves. 

From  the  Flood  his  homely  Shed. 

Too'  he  fop  one  open  Shore, 

Where  the  Waters  fwiftly  glide7 

In  an  hundred  Places  more, 

Riifhcs  in  tti  impetuous  Tide.  [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  VIII. 

A  Hall  of  Royal  Council  with  a  Throne,  Seats  on  the 
Sides  for  the  Grandees  of  the  Kingdom,  a  Jmall  Table 
and  Chair  on  the  right  Hand  of  the  Throne,  Artax- 
erxes>  preceded  by  Guards,  afterwards  by  the  Nobles, 
jollowd  by  Mandane,  Sernira,  Artabanes  and 
Rimenes. 

Artax.  Ye  folid  Pillars  of  the  Perfian  Empire, 
Behold  me  fated  to  fuftain  the  Cares 
Of  my  paternal  Throne,  and  much  I'm  griev'd 
That  my  lov'd  Father's  Death,  fo  heavy  lies 
Upon  my  abfent  Friend  ;  but  fince  Arbaces 
Denies  this  Accufation ;  let  the  Father, 
Whofe  Virtues  have  endear'd  him  to  our  Favour, 
Be  the  Son's  Judge  to  caft  him  or  acquit  him; 
In  him  is  vefted  all  our  regal  Pow'r. 

Man.  In  him  ?  does  Friendship  fo  prevail  o'er  Duty  ? 

Artax.  Not  fo,  Mandane,  for  his  loyal  Father 
Has  double  Reafon  for  Severity : 
I  ought  to  vindicate  the  Death  of  Xerxes-, 
But  if  Arbaces  be  the  Criminal, 
His  Father,  with  more  Rigour,  will  revenge 
His  Monarch's  Death,  and  his  own  public  Shame. 

Artab.  Ah,  Sir,  what  Tryal !  

Artax.  Worthy  of  thy  Virtue- — — 
If  any  think  me  partial,  let  him  fpeak. 

Rim.  This  Silence  is  a  gen'ral  Approbation. 

Sem.  My  Brother  comes. 

D  2  Man. 
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Man.  Ah  me! 

Artax.  Give  your  Attention. 

[A/cends  the  Throne,  the  Grandees  Jit. 
Man.  (afide.)  Now  Prudence  guide  the  Reins  oi 
my  Affe&ion. 
Ceafe,  bufy  Heart,  to  flutter  in  my  BreafL 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Arb aces  in  Chains y  guarded. 

Arb.  Am  I  fo  much  the  hatred  of  all  Perfiay 
That  it  unites  to  v\$itnefs  my  Misfortune  ? 
My  Sovereign  ! 

Artay.  O  Arbaces,  call  me  Friend  j 
For  till  thy  Crime  is  prov'd,  that  Title's  mine. 
But,  as  a  Name  fo  tender  ill  becomes 
Th*  impartial  Judge,  thy  moft  unhappy  Caufe 
I  have  affigr/d  to  worthy  Artabanes* 

Arb.  My  Father  Judge  ? 

Anax.  Yes,  he. 

Arb.  I'm  chill'd  with  Horror, 

Artab.  Arbaces,  in  this  Prefence  thou  appeafil 
To  be  the  Murderer  of  Royal  Xerxes : 
The  Circurafbnces  urg'd  are  thefe- — ~ 
That  thou  hail:  entertain'd  prefumptuous  Love 
Of  this  moft  honour'd  Princefs ; 
For  which,  by  Xerxes  banifh'd  from  the  Court, 
You  fought  Revenge,  and  found  it  in  his  Death. 

^r^.Naymore,the  bloody  SwordjtheTime^he  Place, 
And  Flight,  confpire  to  fix  the  Guilt  on  me, 
And  yet  my  Heart  is  free  -> — I'm  Innocent. 

Artab. 


.8 

C 

9 


A  R  T  A  X  E  It  X  E  S,  29 

Artab.  Demonftrate  that,  and  fo  appeafe  the  Wrath 
Of  this  offended  Princefs. 

f    Arb.  Ah!  forbear j  

If  you  would  have  rne  v/ith  a  fteady  Mind, 
Support  my  Sufferings  ;  make  not  th'  Affault 
In  fuch  a  tender  Part.— ^Barbarous  Father  i 

Artab.  Rafh  young  Man,  be  filent. — ~~ 
Conlider  where  thou  art,  and  who  attends  thee. 
Man.  Be  ftill,  my  beating  Heart,  [Afide. 
Artax.  But  this  thy  Crime, 
1  I  Requires  Defence,  or  a  fmcere  Repentance. 
•|       Arb.  My  King,  I  find  no  Crime  to  be  defended, 
O    Nor  motive  for  Repentance  $  that's  my  Anfwer. 
I    Artab.  O,  filial  Love !  [A/idt\ 
Man.  Whether  he  plead  or  not, 
He  equally  is  guilty ♦  — Where  is  juftice  ?- 
Is  this  the  Father  that  fhould  vindicate, 
His  murder  cl  King,  and  his  own  public  Sh^irne  ? 
Arb.  Cruel  Mandanel  does  thy  Voice  condemn 
Man,  Bear  up,  my  Heart.  \ 
Artab.  Your  juft  Refentment,  Princefs  ? 

Spurs  on  my  lazy  Virtue.-  — 

Let  Perjia  then,  in  Artabanes  Rigour. 
Record  his  Juftice  and  his  Loyalty. —    [Takes  the  Pen, 
My  Son  I  here  condemn— — -  [$?gm.]  Artifacts 
Man.  Oh  Gods  ! 

Artax.  Sufpend  a  while,  the  rafh  Decree. 

[Artabanes  rijes,  and  gives  the  J?apef 
to  Artaxerxes. 
Artab.  'Tis  figo'd,  my  Liege— I  have  fulfill' d  my 
Duty. 

Artax.  Unnatural  Sentence  \ 
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Sent.  O  inhuman  Father ! 

Man.  Alas,  my  Tears  betray  me* 

Arb.  Weeps  Mandane, 
In  pity  of  my  cruel  Deftiny  ? 

Man.  Pleafure  may  ftart  a  Tear,  as  well  as  Grief. 

Artab.  Now  I  have  finifh'd  the  ftern  Judge's  Part, 
Permit,  O  King,  the  Feelings  of  a  Father. 
Pardon,  my  Son,  th'  Effedt  of  Tyrant  t)uty; 
Suffer  with  Patience,  and  remember  this, 
The  worft  of  ev'ry  Evil  is  the  Fear. 

Arb.  My  Patience,  Sir,  begins  at  laft  to  leave  me: 

fin  View  o'th'  World,  to  find  myfelf  expos'd 
•g    A  feeming  guilty  Objed;  all  my  Hopes 
|  i  Cut  off  i'th'  Bloom,  the  Morn  of  Life  my  End  ^ 
O    Hated  by  Perfia,  by  my  King,  j 
And  her  whom  I  adore  :  to  know  that  you,  / 
Barbarous  Father, — (Ah,  I  lofe  myfelf!) 
Adieu.   [Going. 

Artab.  I  freeze,  [AJide. 

Man.  I  die. 

Arb.  Stay,  ra£h  Arb  aces  1  [Returning. 
Where  wou'd'ft  thou  go  ?  Ah,  Sir,  forgive  your  Son  s 
Behold  me  at  your  Feet. 
Excufe  the  Tranlports  of  my  frantick  Grief; 
Shed  all  my  Blood,  'tis  yours, — I'll  not  complain ; 
But  kifs  the  honour  cl  Hand  that  fign'd  my  Death. 

Artab.  Enough,  O  rife — — 
Thou  haft  but  too  much  Reafon  to  lament: 
But  know — (O  Gods ! — take  one  Embrace,  and  part. 


A  I  R. 
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Man.  Ah  me  1  at  poor  Arbacei  parting, 
I  feel  the  Stroke  of  Death. 

Artab.  I  hope,  Mandanes  Wrath  will  now  fubfidc  3 
For  I  have  facrific'd  my  only  Son, 
To  fatisfy  her  Vengeance. 

Man.  Savage,  no  more—  

Avoid  my  Prcfence  ;  dare  not  to  view  the  Light 
Of  Sun  or  Stars  y  but  hide  thy  cruel  Head 
Within  the  deepeft  Bowels  of  the  Earth. 

Artab.  Is  then  my  Virtue-—-—— 

Man.  Silence,  Inhuman  ! 

Artab.  Did  not  Mandanes  Rage,  excite  my  Juftice  ? 
Man.  The  Daughter  ought  to  vindicate  the  Father  5 
But  thou,  a  Father,  (hou'dii;  have  fav'd  thy  Son. 


Arb.     By  that  belovd  Embrace, 
By  this  my  fond  Adieu, 


Appeafe  my  Lowe,  my  tfruth  commend,  • 
Tourfelf  preferve,  my  King  defend. 
My  Sentence  I  obey, 

T 0  filial  Duty  true  ; 
And  fcarce  have  Powr  to  fay 

A  long  and  laji  Adieu  !    [Exit,  guarded. 


SCENE  X. 


A  I  R» 
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A  I  R. 

Movfler,  awav  I 

From  chearful  Day  % 
Ho  the  gloomy  De/art/Iy  { 

Paths  explore, 

Where  Lions  roar. 
Arid  devouring  Hygers  Ik* 

The  for  Food) 

They  wade  in  Blood, 
All  to  fave  their  Toting  agree  i 

Evry  Creature \ 

Fierce  by  Nature, 
Harmlefs  is  compard  to  thee.  [Exit* 

SCENE    XI.  - 

Art  ax.  See5  lov'd  Semi  r  a  ! 
How  Heav'n  confpires  the  Ruin  of  Arhacis. 

Sem.  Inhuman  Tyrant ! 
You  firft  deftroy  your  Friend, 
And  tjien  bewail  him. 

Artax.  I,  to  thy  Father's  Will,  his  Life  committed  ; 
How  was  I  then  a  Tyrant  ?— — 
Ail  Perfia  knows  my  Friendship  for  Arhaces, 
And  faithful  Love  to  thee. 

Sem.  I  thought  you  once 
A  tender  Lover  and  a  genVous  Friend  ; 
But  in  one  Inftant  you  have  prov'd  yourfelf 
In  Friendfhip  falfe,  and  treacherous  in  Love.  [Exift 
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SCENE  XII. 

Art  ax.  O.  Artabanes  ? 

Artab. Lament  not,  Sir,  bat  leave  Complaints  to  me 5 
I  am  the  moft  unhappy  of  Mankind. 

Artax.  Thy  Woe  muft  needs  be  great, 
When  mine  is  infupportable.  [Exit* 

SCENE  XIII. 

Artabanes  Solus. 
>    >        Recitative  accompanied. 

At  length  my  Soul  has  room  t'indulge  its  Grief—— 
What  racking  Thoughts  furround  the  guilty  Breaft — 

0  my  dear  Son,  forgive  the  piercing  Woes, 
Which  my  foul  Deeds  inflid  upon  thy  Youth  : 

1  come  to  fave  thee  from  the  Jaws  of  Death, 
And  pay  thy  Virtues  with  a  kingly  Throne. 

AIR. 

Thoti,  like  the  glorious  Sun, 
Thy  fplendid  Courfe  jhalt  run  : 

What  tho"  the  Night 

Obfcure  his  Light, 
When  prijond  in  the  Well ; 

The  Day  returns, 

Again  he  bums, 
The  God  of  Day  confejl.  [Exit* 

The  End  of  the  Second  A3. 


E 


ACT 
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ACT    III.      SCENE  L 
A  Prifon. 

Arbaces  in  a  melancholy  Pcjlure. 

ARIETTA. 

Y/J7mHY  is  Death  for  ever  latey 

To  conclude  a  Wretch's  Woe  ; 
Thofe  who  live  in  happy  State, 
Feel  too  Joon  tti  untimely  Blow. 

Enter  Artaxerxes. 

Artax.  Arbaces  ! 

Arb.  Gracious  Heav'n  what* s  this  I  fee  ! 
Does  roval  Artaxerxes  deign  to  vitit 
The  Wretch  Arbaces,  in  this  horrid  Gloom  ! 

Artax.  Pity  and  Friendfhip  brought  me  here  to 
fave  thee. 

Arb.  To  fave  me  ? 

Artax.  Yes.    That  fccret  Paflage  leads 

To  Life  and  Liberty ;  then  quickly  fly  

Remember  Artaxerxes x  znd  be  happy. 

Arb.  Your  pardon,  Sir,  the  World  efteems  me 

gnJ]ty.  

Then  let  me  die  *  your  Honour,  Sir,  requires  it. 

Happy  my  Exit,  having  once  preferv'd 

My  Sovereign's  Life,  and  now  his  fpotlefs  Honour. 

Artax,  Such  noble  Sentiments  can  ne'er  proceed 
From  guilty  Minds— — Belov'd  Arbaces  fly  — 
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As  Friend  T  beg  thee  to  preferve  thy'felf ; 

But  if  that  fails  as  Sov'reign  I  command  thee. 

Arb.  In  Gratitude  to  thy  exalted  Friendfirlp, 
I'll  quit  this  Scene  of  Horror  and  Defpair. 
But  oh!  thus  exil'd,  I  (hall  only  fly, 
Reftlefs  to  tread  the  Paths  of  Mifery. 

A  I  R. 
Water  parted  from  the  Sea, 

May  increafe  the  River  s  "Tide ; 
To  the  bubbling  Fount  may  fee, 

Or  thro  fertile  Valleys  glide  : 
Tet  in  fearch  of  lofl  Repofe, 

JDoomd,  like  me,  forlorn  to  roam, 
Still  it  murmurs  as  it  flows, 

Till  it  reach  its  native  home.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Artaxerxes  Solus. 
That  Front,  fecure  in  confcious  Innocence, 
Defies  the  Charge  of  Guilt :  Affli&ion's  Veil 
Can  never  quite  eclipfe  the  inward  Light, 
That  from  a  noble  Soul  darts  forth  its  Rays, 
When  in  the  Countenance  the  Heart  is  feen. 

A  I  R. 

Thd  oft  a  Cloud,  with  envious  Shade, 

Conceals  the  Face  of  Day  ; 
The  Sun  is  fill  in  Flames  array  d 
His  Beams  immortal  not  decay  d: 
Soon  the  gloomy  Veil  retires  ; 

He  darts  each  powerful  Ray, 
And  Light  and  Heat  expires.  [Exit. 

E  2  SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  III. 

Enter  Artabanes  with  a  Train  of  Conjpirators. 

My  Son,  Arbaces-—  where  art  thou  retir'd  ?  

Sure  he  fhou'd  hear  my  Voice- — what  ho— ?Arbaces!—* 

0  Heav'n  !— ^Guards  watch  the  Entrance  of  the  Prifon, 
Till  I  can  find  my  Sqn.  [Exit, 

Enter  Rimenes. 

Him.  Not  yet  arriv'd  ! 
Sir,  Artabanes  f  ~ 

Re-enter  Artabanes,. 

Artab.  O  unhappy  Father  ! 
My  Son  I  feek  in  vain— ^my  Blood  grows  chill  j 

1  iear— I  doubt— perhaps  in — <  

Re-enter  Rimenes, 

Rim,  Artabanes  I 

Artab.  Where  is  Arbaces  t 

Rim.  Is  he  not  with  you  ? 

Artab.  O  cruel  <3ods  !  ths  Unfortunate  has  pcriftM 
Rim.  Sufpicion  always  borders  on  Extrearns  j 

And  might  not  Arfaxerxes  or  Mandane, 

The  Friend  or  Lover,  have  procur'd  his  Flight  ? 

What  ftrange  Delay  is  this !  -let's  to  bur  Talk ; 

Behold  the  Way  that  leads  us  to  the  Palace. 

Artab.  And  what  great  Enterprile  fhall  I  accomplifh. 

My  Son  being  loft  ? 

Rim, 
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Rim.  What,  have  you  then,  for  nought, 
Secur'd  the  Royal  Guards,  and  I,  the  Troops  ? 
Determine,  Sir;  this  inftant,  Artaxerxes 
Prepares  to  take  the  Coronation  Oath ; 
The  facred  Cup  is  by  your  Order  pcifon'd  : 
And  fhall  we  then  fo  bafely  - 

Artab.  O  my  Friend  ! 
Arbaces  loft,  for  whom  fhou'd  I  engage.? 

Rim.  Thy  Son  Arbaces,  from  thy  Hand  expect 
The  Throne,  if  living;  and  if  dead,  Revenge. 

Artab.  That,  that  alone  recalls  my  fleeting  Spirit: 
Lead  on,  kind  Friend  ;  my  Fate  depends  on  thee. 

Rim.  Ill  lead  thee  on  to  joyful  Vidtory. 

A  I  R. 

0  let  the  Danger  of  a  Son, 

Excite  vindictive  Ire ; 
The  ProfpeB  of  a  Kingdom  won, 

Shoud  light  Ambitions  Fire. 

To  wounded  Minds,  Revenge  is  balm. 

With  Vigour  they  engage ; 
And  facrifice  a  pleajing  Cairn, 

§fr  a  more  ^leafing  Rage. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Artabanes  Solus. 

Recitative  accompanied. 

Ye  adverfe  Gods !  y'ave  found  the  only  way 
To  quell  my  vaft  Ambition  ;  perplexing  Doubt, 
Whether  my  Son  yet  lives,  awakens  Fear  ; 
And  the  dire  Image  of  Defpair  ftarts  up, 
Unnerves  my  Arm,  and  checks  my  daring  Soul, 

A  I  R. 

O,  much  lov'd  Son,  if  Death 
Has  Jiotn  thy  vital  Breath, 

Til fhare  thy  haplefs  Fate; 
But  eer  the  Dagger  drinks  my  Bloody 
A  murder  d  King,  at  Lethe'*  Flood, 

The  "Tidings  Jhall  relate. 

Bid  Charon  ceaje  from  Toily 

And  reft  upon  his  Oar, 
"Till  I  attain  the  happy  Soil, 

Where     Jhall  part  no  more* 


[Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  V, 
MandaneV  Apartment. 

Enter  Mandane  and  Semira, 

Man.  Perhaps  the  King  releas'd  Arbaces. 

Sent.  No — father  deftroy'd  him. 

Man.  How  ! 

Sem.  'Tis  known  to  all ; 
In  fecret  he  refign'd  his  wretched  Life. 

Man.  Ohaplefs Youth!  O Tidings  worfe  than  Death. 

Sem.  I  hope  your  Vengeance  now  is  fatisfy'd- — — 
Or  wou'd  you  other  Victims  ? — fpeak. 

Man.  I  cannot  j  , 
Light  Cares  are  ever  foften'd  by  Complaint; 
But  fuch  as  mine,  arreft  the  Powr  of  Speech. 

Sent.  Ne'er  liv'd  a  Heart  more  loft  to  Senfe  of  Pity « 
All  Eyes  in  Perfia  wail  his  haplefs  Fate  5 
But  yours  are  dry, 

Man.  The  deeper  my  Affliction : 
Small  is  the  Grief  that  vents  itfelf  in  Tears. 

Sem.  Go,  if  not  fatisfy'd,  and  feafl  your  Eyes 
Upon  the  flaughter'd  Spoils  of  my  dear  Brother: 
With  fecret  Joy,  number  his  bloody  Wounds. 

Man.  Be  lilent — leave  me. 

Sem.  Never ;  while  thou  liv'ft, 
Til  haunt  thee  like  a  Spirit,  and  my  Wrongs 
Shall  dafh  thy  Hopes,  with  Bitternefs  and  We  e* 

Man. You  think  me  cruel,  and  denounce  Revenue— 
Ah  !  'how  have  I  deferv'd  thy  Enmity; 

AIR, 
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A  I  R. 


Let  not  Rage  thy  Bofom  firing, 

Pity's  Jo/ier  Claim  remove  ; 
Spare  a  Heart  that's  juft  expiring, 

Forcd  by  Duty,  racked  by  Love. 

Each  ungentle  Thought  fufpending, 
Judge  of  mine,  by  thy  f oft  Breajl  j 

Nor  with  Rancour  never  ending, 
Heap  frejh  Sorrows  on  th'  opprefsd. 

Let  not  Rage  thy  Bojom  firing, 

Pitys  fojter  Claim  remove  ; 
Spare  a  Heart  that's  now  expiring, 

Forcd  by  Duty,  rack'd  by  Love. 

Heavn,  that  evry  Joy  has  crofl, 
Ne'er  my  wretched  State  can  mend  $ 

i,  alas !  at  once  have  lofi, 

Father,  Brother,  Lover,  Friend. 

Let  not  Rage,  &c.  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  -E  VI, 


Semira  alone. 

What  have  I  done  !  alas,  I  vainly  thought* 
Dividing  Grief,  to  leffen  my  Affliction  -y 
Thefe  cruel  Infults,  vented  on  Mandane, 
Have  pierc'd  her  Bread,  and  not  reliev'd  my  own. 


A  I  R> 
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A  I  R. 

*Tis  not  true,  that  in  our  Grief 

Others  weeping  in  Diftrefs, 
To  our  Troubles  bring  Relief, 

Making  each  Misfortune  lefs. 

No,  when  fore  opprefsd  by  Fate, 

Better  'tis  to  figh  alone, 
Than  fupport  a  double  Weight, 

Other  s  Sorrows,  and  our  own.  [Exit, 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Arbaces, 

Arb.  Nor  here  my  fearching  Eyes  can  find  Mandane. 
Fain  wou'd  my  Heart,  before  eternal  Exile, 
Indulge  its  Fondnefs  with  a  laft  Adieu* 
Perhaps,  this  Way — but  whither  do  I  wander  ? 

Ra(h  Man  O  heav'nly  Pow'rs  behold  her  there  ! 

My  Spirits  fail  me- — yet  Til  fpeak— *  Mandane  ! 

Enter  Mandan  e. 

Man.  Ye  Pow'rs  !  Arbaces !  and  at  Liberty  ! 
Arb.  A  friendly  Hand  unlocked  my  cruel  Fetters, 
Man.  Ah  !  fly  begone. 

Arb.  How  can  I  part,  for  ever,  from  fuch  Beauty  ? 
Man.  Perfidious  Traitor !  what  wou'dfi  thou  with  me? 
Arb.  Am  I  no  longer  dear  to  my  Mandane? 
Man.  Thou  art  become  the  Objed  of  my  Hate. - 
Arb.  Barbarous  Maid!  my  Death  (hall  end  thy  Scorn. 
I  fly  to  meet  my  Fate— Adieu — for  ever.  [Going. 

F  "  Man. 
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Man.  Hear  me,  Arbaces. 

Arb.  Ha  !  what  Torture  more  ? 

Man.  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Arb.  O  Heav'n ! 

Man.  Fly,  fave  thyfelf. 

Arb.  What  means  my  Princefs  ? — this  returning: 


Man.  Does  not  arife  from  Love — but  fly — and  live. 

DUETTO. 

Arb-     For  thee  I  live,  my  Dear  eft 
But  if  I  meet  Difdain, 

For  thee,  my  Dear,  Til  die. 
Man.    How  lovely  thou  appeareft, 
My  Blujhes  will  explain. 

I  can  no  more  reply. 
Arb.     Then  hear  me. 
Man.  No. 
Arb.     Thou  art — — 
Man.    Divide  not  thus  my  Heart; 

Leave  me*       In  Pity  go. 

Both.    Ye  Gods  that  torture  fo, 
Some  timely  Refpite  fend, 
When  will  your  Rigour  end? 

[Exeunt,  different  Ways. 

SCENE  VIII. 

A  Temple,  and  Throne,  with  a  Crown  and  Scepter 

the  Image  of  the  Sun,  with  a  lighted  Altar. 
Artaxerxes,  Artabanes,  Nobles,  &c. 

Artax.  To  you,  my  People,  much  belov'd,  I  offer 
Myfelf,  not  lefs  a  Father  than  a  King : 

Your 
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Your  native  Rights,  your  Cuftoms,  and  your  Laws, 
With  jealous  Care  I  ever  will  maintain, 
And  raife  up  Treafure  in  my  People's  Hearts, 

Artab.  Here  is  the  facred  Cup  

Your  folemn  Oath  muft  bind  the  lading  Tye ; 
Fulfil  th?  accuftom'd  Rites — and  drink  thy  Death. 

[AJlde. 

Recitative  accompanied. 

Artax.  Refplendent  God  !  by  whom  fweet  April 
blooms, 

Thou  genial  Beam,  that  warms  us  and  enlightens, 
Look  awful  down  :  and  if  my  treacherous  Lips 
Have  utter'd  Fallhood,  may  this  wholefome  Draught 
Change,  as  it  pafles,  into  deadly  Poifon. 

SCENE  IX. 

Enter  S  e  m  i  r  a  hajlily. 

Sem.Fly  quick,  my  Liege;  thoufands  of  rebel  Troops 
Surround  the  Palace,  by  Rimenes  led  ; 
Your  Death  is  plotted,  and  your  Guards  corrupted. 

Artax.  O  Gods !  

Artab.  What  fear  you,  Sir  ?  my  fingle  Prefence 
Shall  quell  this  Tumult,  and  protect  my  King. 
Artax.  Away,  my  Friend,  to  Vi&ory  or  Death. 

[Going. 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  Man  pane, 
Man.  Hold,  Brother,  the  rebellious  Crew  are  fled. 
Artax.  Say  how,  Mandane? 
Man.  Led  by  falfe  Rimenesy 
They  forc'd  the  Gates,  and  enter  d,  when  Arbaces 

F  2  Departing 
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Departing  to  eternal  Banifliment, 

His  fingle  Bread  oppos'd,  and  fwore  to  die 

In  his  great  Matter's  Caufe  :  All  dropp'd  their  Arms, 

Except  that  daring  Rebel  at  their  Head, 

On  him  Arbaces  like  a  Lion  flew, 

Clove  thro'  his  Helmet,  flew  him,  and  revenged  thee. 

Artax.  Where's  my  Preferver — bring  him  to  my 
Arms  ?  [Exit  Officers,  with  Guards. 

j-je  murder  Xerxes  I  Impious  Suppofition  ! 

Man.  My  Heart  refpires ! 

Sent.  O  loyal  Brother  ! 

Man.  Valour  fupprefs'd  now  fprings  again  to  Glory, 
A  I  R. 

The  Soldier,  tird  of  Wars  Alarms^ 
Forfwears  the  clang  of  hoflile  Arms, 

And f corns  the  Spear  and  Shield : 
But  if  the  brazen  Trumpet  found, 
He  bums  with  Conquefl  to  be  crown  d^ 

And  dares  again  the  Field. 

SCENE,    the  Laft. 

Enter  Artabanes  and  Arbaces, 

Arb.  Behold  my  King,  Arbaces  at  thy  Feet. 
Artax.  O  ftill  my  Friend  !  come  to  my  grateful 
BreafL 

Man.  Yet  that  my  Brother  may  with  better  Grace 
Reward  this  Deed,  and  fatisfy  the  People, 
Some  Reafon  give  us  for  the  bloody  Sword, 
Thy  tim'rous  Flight,  and  all  that  wak'd  Sufpicion. 

Arb. 
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Arb.  If  Deeds,  not  Words,  proclaim  a  loyal  Heart, 
Permit  me  to  be  filent — I  am  innocent- 

Artax.  Confirm  it  with  a  folemn  Imprecation,  * 
And  of  a  Truth,  as  Perjias  Law  prefcribes, 
That  Veffel draind  fhall  be  the  facred  Pledge. 

Arb.  I  am  prepared. 

Artab.  O  cruel  Gods !  if  my  Son  drinks  he's  poifon'd. 
"Recitative  accompanied. 

Arb.  RefplendentGod,by  whom  (weetApril blooms, 
Thou  geneal  Beam  that  warms  us  and  enlightens ! 

Artab.  (afide.)  O  wretched  Father  ! 

Arb.  If  my  treach'rous  Lips, 
Have  utter'd  Falfhood,  may  this  wholfome .  Draught, 
Change,  as  it  pafles,  into 

Artab.  Hold,  'tis  Poifon. 
.  Artax.  What  Fury  urg'd  thee  to  fo  vile  a  Deed  ? 

Artab.  Away  Difguife ;  the  Draught  was  meant 
for  thee. 

But  my  paternal  Fondnefs  has  betray 'd  me, 
I  murder 'd  Xerxes  >y  and,  to  gain  the  Throne, 
Wou'd  have  deftroy'd  thee  too. 

Artax.  Wretch,  thou  (halt  die. 

Arb.  Then  I  difdain  to  live. 

Artax.  Mandane  fhall  reward  thy  fpotlefs  Virtue. 
And  thy  fair  Sifter  (hall  partake  our  Throne  ; 
But  for  that  Traitor  

Arb.  1  will  die  for  him, 
My  Blood  is  bis,  and  (hall  attone  his  Crimes. 

Artax.  Thy  Loyalty  and  Virtue,  injur'd  Youth3 
Shall  change  his  Sentence  into  Baniftiment: 
Make  no  Reply- — his  Exile  is  for  Life. 

Man. 
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Man.  Sure  Heav'n  infpir'd  the  merciful  Decree^ 
Arhaces  and  Semira  muft  approve  it : 
Tho'  for  his  Crimes  the  Father  juftly  fuffers, 
His  Life  is  fpar'd,  that  you  his  guiltlefs  Children 
May  not  be  ever  wretched  in  his  Death, 

CHORUS. 

Live  to  us,  to  Empire  live, 

Great  Auguftus,  long  mayjl  thou, 

From  the  fubjeB  World  receive. 
Laurel  Wreaths  f  adorn  thy  Brow. 

DUETTO. 

Of  his  Country  ever  free, 
There  the  Roy  al  Father  fee  ! 

CHORUS. 

To  the  Patron  of  our  Laws, 
Fierce  the  Air  with  loud  Applaufe. 

DUETTO. 

Virtue  in  his  Soul  refides  \ 

In  his  Truth  the  World  confides. 

CHORUS. 

To  the  Patron  of  our  Laws, 
Pierce  the  Air  with  loud  Applaufe. 


DUETTO, 
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DUETTO. 

Pity  from  the  Throne  defcending, 
How  the  Monarch  it  endears ; 

When  with  Ju/licey  Mercy  blending^ 
In  the  King  a  God  appears. 

DUETTO. 

Tyrants  claim  with  iron  Scepter 

Duty  which  our  Fears  impart  j 

But  our  gentle  kind  Prote£iory 

Monarch  reigns  oer  evry  Heart. 

CHORUS. 

Live  to  usy  to  Empire  live. 

Great  Auguftus,  long  may  (I  thou. 
From  the  fubjeSi  World,  receive 

Laurel  Wreaths  f  adorn  thy  Brow, 


F     I     N     I  S. 


I  i  I  a/A  1^ 


